Trudy wanted a straw hat more than 
anything else in the world. She 
wanted to look special, like her friend 
Wanda. But her mother said no, her 
father said she didn’t need one, her 
brother Franklin thought she would 
look like dumb old Wanda, and her 
Uncle Delbert wanted to know ifa 
straw hat would be good enough to 
eat. But Trudy was determined. “TEI 
don’t get a straw hat, I will hold my 
breath until I turn blue and faint.” 
When that ploy failed, she made 
thirty-six hats out of mud and dis- 
played them on the riverbank. The 
silly measure. rudy takes to get her 
hat, and the mixed- day she has asa 
result of her family’s sion to buy 
her one, isa story certain to win 
chuckles from the picture book 
audience, 
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It was lunchtime, but Trudy was not hungry. She was too 
busy thinking about her friend’s new hat. 

“T would love to have a beautiful straw hat like Wanda’s,” 
said Trudy. “When Wanda wears her hat everyone thinks she 
looks special. Wanda thinks so, too. And if I had a hat, I too 
would look special.” 


By the time Trudy joined her family for lunch, she wanted a 
straw hat more than anything in the world. 

“Trudy, you don’t look very happy,” said Father. 

“Ts anything wrong?” asked Mother. 


“T had a terrible morning,” said Trudy. “The sun was so 
bright I could barely see. I need something to shade my eyes 
... something like ...a hat! Wanda has one, and the sun never 
bothers her. Do you think I could have a straw hat like 
Wanda's? It’s such a pretty hat. And I would never ask for 
anything else again.” 


“T’'m afraid not, Trudy,” said Father. 
“You really don’t need one,” said Mother. 
“You won’t know how to take care of it.” 
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You're too young to have one. 
“You'll wear it once and never use it again,” 
said Trudy’s aunts and uncles. 
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“Why don’t you ask dumb old Wanda if she would share 
her hat with you,” said Trudy’s brother, Franklin. ‘If you stay 
close together you could both wear it at the same time.” 


“You're not very funny, Franklin,” said Trudy. “And 
Wanda wouldn’t share her hat anyway.” 


“Getting a straw hat is going to be harder than I 
thought,” said Trudy to herself. “But I won’t give up. I will 
find a way to get that hat.” 


The next day when Trudy’s family was ready to take a 
nap, Trudy said, “If I don’t get a straw hat I will hold my 
breath until I turn blue and faint.” 

“T’d like to see that!” said Franklin. 

“Now, Franklin, Iam sure Trudy is only joking. Aren’t 
you, dear?” said Mother. 


Without saying another word Trudy took a deep breath. 
Her family looked on hoping she would change her mind. But 
the sun was so warm, and everyone was so drowsy, that her 
mother and father and aunts and uncles were fast asleep 
when Trudy was only pale blue. Only Franklin was awake. 
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In a while he said, “You're almost purple, Trudy. You're 
going to faint any second.” 

Trudy let out her breath. “This is silly,” she said. “I am 
not going to faint at all if you are the only one awake to see it!” 

“But I would have told them all about it when they 
woke up,” said Franklin. 

Trudy didn’t answer. She was already thinking of a new 
way to get her hat. 


After that afternoon when Trudy’s mother and father and 
ts and uncles went down to the river, they saw thirty-six 
made of mud. Trudy was in the water singing: 


“Oh please, please! please, 
” If I ask on my knees, 
Yip i Mies Couldn't you, wouldn't you 
| ayy Get a hat for you know who?” 
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“Trudy wants a hat very much,” said Father. 

“Well, a hat would shade her eyes from the sun,” said Mother. 
“Perhaps.” 

“Just this once.” 

“Tf she is good,” said Trudy’s aunts and uncles. 


“T wonder if a straw hat would taste anything like salted 
peanuts,” said Uncle Delbert. “I do love salted peanuts.” 

“T don’t think straw hats are made with salt, Uncle,” 
said Trudy. 


what she wants,” said Franklin 
f her thirty-six mud hats. 
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And so, without having to wait for her birthday, Trudy 
got a new straw hat. 


“You do look splendid in that hat, Trudy,” said Father. 


“What?” asked Trudy. 

“You will have to speak a 
“Trudy can’t hear you very we 

Father took a deep breath. ‘ 
‘THAT HAT, TRUDY.” 

“Thank you,” said Tru 


little louder,” said Mother. 
11 with her hat over her ears.” 
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“Hey, Trudy,” shouted Franklin, ‘‘let’s go down to the 
river and see how far we can squirt the water.” 

“No,” said Trudy. ‘Water will ruin my new straw hat.” 

“Then take it off,” shouted Franklin. 

“Certainly not,” said Trudy. 

“T knew it! I knew you would act just like dumb old 
Wanda as soon as you put on that dumb old hat,” shouted 
Franklin. Then he stomped away. 

“Franklin never understands anything,” said Trudy to 
herself. 


Then she went off to find some daisies for her afternoon 
snack. But every time she picked a daisy, her hat would slide 
down over her eyes. 

“Oh, well,” said Trudy, “I’m not hungry anyway. I think 
I'll look for Wanda. She hasn’t seen my new hat.” 
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Trudy continued on her way, stopping often to push up 
her hat. She looked for Wanda in all of their favorite places, 
but she could not find her anywhere. Trudy felt lonely. She 
also felt itchy. 
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It was very late when she returned to her family. 
“Why, Trudy, where have you been?” asked Father. 


“We were beginning to worry about you, dear,” said Mother. 


“Are you all right?” 
“Tt isn’t like you to wander off all afternoon.” 
“Were you lost?’ asked Trudy’s aunts and uncles. 
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“Your hat is falling down, Trudy. Want me to eat... 
I mean hold it for you?” asked Uncle Delbert. 
“No thank you, Uncle,” said Trudy. 
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“You don’t look very well, Trudy,” said Franklin. 
“Actually, I didn’t have a very good day,” said Trudy. 
“you should have come down to the river with me. I had 


a terrific time,” said Franklin. 
“What did you do?” asked Trudy. 


“T learned to squirt circles,” said Franklin. “I could show 
you how tomorrow.” 
“That would be wonderful,” said Trudy. 


The next morning Trudy did not wear her hat. 
“Did vou forget it?” asked Father. 
“Did you lose it?” asked Mother. 


“Did someone eat it without telling me?” asked Uncle Delbert. 


“No one ate it,” said Trudy. “But I won’t be wearing my 
hat on ordinary days anymore. I’m going to save it for special 
days like holidays and birthdays. Then my hat will always 
look pretty and new.” 


So Trudy put her hat in a box and hid it in a tree and 
Uncle Delbert never ate it. 
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